CHAPTER  ONE

Freedom's Own Island

" Our good old island now possesses an accumulation of
prosperity beyond any example in the history of the world."
Lord Auckland to Lord Grenville, yd July ^ 1792.

" Good and evil will grow up in the world together; and
they who complain, in peace, of the insolence of the popu-
lace, must remember that their insolence in peace is
bravery in war."                                          Dr. Johnson.

A LITTLE before it grew light on a cold February morning in 1793,
a crowd began to gather on the parade ground at Whitehall. Against
the seventeenth-century fa9ade of the Treasury and the grey classic
stone of Kent's Horse Guards, the first battalions of the three regi-
ments of Foot Guards were drawn up in long lines of scarlet and
white. At seven o'clock precisely, a cortege of officers appeared
riding down the Mall from the direction of Buckingham House*
At their head was King George III of England with his two elder
sons, the Prince of Wales and the Duke of York.

Mounted on a white charger, in General's uniform, the little,
erect, blue-eyed man who represented in his person the idea of
England rode down the lines. Then the men marched past in com-
panies, moving in slow time. Two thousand strong, they swung
out of Storey's Gate and crossing Westminster Bridge took the road
to Greenwich, the King and the officers of his staff riding for a time
after them and the Queen and the Princesses following in carriages.
All the way through the southern suburbs the troops were accom-
panied by a vast, enthusiastic crowd, who so overwhelmed the
rearguard with embraces and loyal potations that many fell by the
way and had to finish their journey in carts. Next day they em-
barked under the royal eye for Holland in overcrowded, unsea-
worthy transports, without stores, medical appliances or reserves of
, ammunition. So the first expeditionary force of the longest war
in Britain's history passed beyond seas.

No man living could have guessed its duration. Before it was to
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